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The sea lion and the scolopendra

Lolling in sleep he sees
Strange in their ways, and the swift changes

Their landscape makes, from shells to trees.

Down English lanes a camel walks,

Or untrammelled flies.
But I, wakeful and watching, see

How chilly out of the clothes he lies.

Easy an act to cover him warm:

Such a lover's small success
Like the heaped mind so humble in sleep

But points our actual powerlessness.

Monsters in dreams he sees, yet lies

At peace in his curling bed;
Blessings that outdo all distress

Implicit in his sleeping head.

Zennor

Seen from these cliffs the sea circles slowly.

Ponderous and blue today, with waves furled,

Slowly it crosses the curved world.
We wind in its waters with the tide,

But the pendent ships afar

Where the lightest blue and low clouds are
We lose as they hover and over the horizon slide.

When it was a dark blue heaven with foam like stars
We saw it lean above us from the shore,
And over the rocks the waves rear

Immense, and coming in with crests on fire;
We could not understand
Finding the sea so high above the land

What held its waters from flooding the world entire.